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images. Each of these images contains a piece of human
psychology and human destiny, a relic of suffering or delight
that has happened countless times in our ancestral story, and
on the average follows ever the same course. It is like
a deeply graven river-bed in the soul, in which the waters
of life, that had spread hitherto with groping and uncertain
course over wide but shallow surfaces, suddenly become
a mighty river. This happens when that particular chain
of circumstances is encountered which from immemorial time
has contributed to the laying down of the primordial image.
The moment when the mythological situation appears is
always characterized by a peculiar emotional intensity;
it is as though chords in us were touched that had never
resounded before, or as though forces were unloosed, of the
existence of which we had never even dreamed. The struggle
of adaptation is laborious, because we have constantly to be
dealing With individual, i.e. atypical conditions. No wonder
then, that at the moment when a typical situation occurs, we
feel suddenly aware of an extraordinary release, as though
transported, or caught up as by an overwhelming power. At
such moments we are no longer individuals, but the race; the
voice of all mankind resQunds in us. The individual man
is never able to tise his powers to their fullest range, unless
there comes to his aid one of those collective presentations
we call ideals that liberates in his soul all the hidden forces
of instinct, to which the .ordinary conscious will alone can
never gain access. The most effective ideals are always
more or less transparent variants of the archetype. This
is proved by the fact that these ideals lend themselves so
readily to allegorization, e.g. the motherland as the mother.
In this kind of figurative expression the allegory itself has
not the smallest motive-power; this has its source in the,
symbolic value of the motherland-idea. The corresponding
archetype in this case is the so-called' participation mystique'
of the primitive with the soil on which he dwells, and which
alone contains the spirit of his ancestors. Exile spells misery.

